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HOPALONG CASSIDY 




HOPALONO CASSOT 



•nCT THE TBLfiSHAPK OFFICE .' /WAVBE HE 

gpmt believe me after, alu and is wiring 
to mv home town to finp out if 1 
really hadatwm 
brother; 




HOPAIONG CASStOy 




HOPALONQ CASSIDy 



SJPSTAIRS IN THE ROOM 



THERE GOES THE GREAT 
CASSIDY RUSHING OFF ON A M» 
WIU5 SOOSE CHASE.' I PUR- 
POSELY ROPE OFF BEFORE SO 

the clerk eouLPMl me; but 

HE PIPN'T KNOW THAT I TURN EC? 
RIGHT BACK ANP 
CLIM9EP UPSTAIRS 



NOW'S MY CHANCE ID BEAT IT 
FOR GOCC--IN THE OPPOSITE 
DIRECTION.' BY THE TIME HOP- 
ALONG SIVES UP THE CHASE 
ANP COMES BACK, I'LL BE FAR 
AWAY.' AND WHEN HE FIHPS OUT 
THERE ARE NO TWINS ANP I'M 
THE REAL MONTANA HE WON'T 
BE ABLE TO DO A THING ABOUT 



J^FEWSECONPS LATER... 

I HA, I SURE PUT IT OVER. ON THE S 
GREAT HOPALONS .' NOW TO (SET . 
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I HEAR TELL ^— 4THATS RIGHT! 
MARRIN'S SETTIN6J HE SHORE IS 

MARRIED! f m LOVE WITH 

^HIS GAL! 





QUIZ. 

fllTHE SOUTH POLE IS / 
u * 1 CCLPER. THAN THE V 
NORTH POLE. 

QTrue □False 





(Set >our thinking caps on ano try to beat 
w the quizmaster.' score >ourself as follows: 
s correct, excellent. 4 correct, very soop. j cor- 
rect, goop. ^correct, fair, i correct poor. . 



THERE AEE THREE 
BOTTOMLESS LAKES 
IN THE. U.S. 



□ True □ False 



[I] JULIA WASP HOWE WROTE 
THE "BATTLE HVMN OF 
THE REPUBLIC. 



QTrue □ Falsa 



fj] A RACEHORSE EATS 
UJ ABOUT 45 POUNDS 
OF POOP A PAY. 

QTrue Q False 





riiwHE 

L - ' IS 



| WHEN A NEW STATE 
APMITTEP INTO 
THE UNION, A STAR IS 
APPEP TP THE -FLAG 
IMUEPIATELV. 

QTrue n Foise 
9m«07iea «*• Ainr 3hl no aaaiv 

'391WS -StVOUOfl 3AVM S3»VT TTV 

•3stvj> •antu.-f. -3nai 'anai n 'sag/wswV 
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SWASHBUCKLING ADVENTURE/ 
DEATH-DEFYING SWORD PLAYI 



WITH ANTHONY QU1NN • JODY LAWRENCE 

A COLUMBIA PICTURE • COLOR BY TECHNICOLOR 



10«...BUY A COPY AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSDEALER'S . . . 104 




SAVINGS CLUB 



IF A HOPALONG CASSIDY SAVINGS CLUB HAS NOT 
ftTlON NEAREST YOU HAVIN^A_CU)B. 



, BAR-TWENTY 

17 N, DISPUINES IT. 
CHICAGO *, ILL 



Hit the To|> Pronto in 
HOPPy'S SAVING RODEO 

You can ran with Any rtdag yam 



you u t Ttadcrfooc Tlx farar you mv« th* 
quicker youH r**ch Koppy"* own ntiog of 
B»r 20 Foramu. i — — — — r 

, f Will THIS 

1 1 lALTWINtT 

l| IT N. DatplafNM ». 

|l 
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WHOKVXK It ww mat wm •preading the 
loco weed infestation had to com* along 
that road. Sheriff HUt Cady knew. He hid in 
me eorer of a tall, thick pine and shook hie 
head wisely. The lobo behind it all would prob- 
ably fat at Pint Pin«r*s spread next and ruin 
it, by sowing loco weed. Piner' s spread was the 
biggest fat the valley. What pawled Cady wai 
why an yone would take it into his head to 
break one of the main laws of the West. Every 
waddy knew it was his unwritten obligation to 
uproot every loco weed on sight, and most of 
them could spot one at five hundred feet. But 
to deliberately seed loco weed, to scatter the 
stuff secretly so that, it could grow and flower 
and then kill thousands of cattle who ate It — 
that he couldn't understand. 

Loco weed couldn't be detected until it was 
already rooted, and then it spread fast. If it 
spread fast enough, many a rancher In the val- 
ley would be ruined, if not all of them. 

A clatter of hoofbeats shattered his deep 
absorption. Cady's cool blue eyes swerved past 
the road. Then he shouted as a cayuse broke 
suddenly from the cover of a rise and thun- 
dered away. 

"Stop!" Cady yelled. He drew his ho gleg*. 
"Stop!" he yelled again. "If you don't I'll . . ." 
his guns roared as he spurred his own cayuse 
forward. 

Markmanship was impossible over that rough 
terrain and suddenly Cady's horse stumbled. 
Cady flew into the air like a suddenly released 
rocket and landed in a clump of bushes. 

"Got away, by thunder!" Cady exclaimed, 
picking himself up painfully. Then he paused. 
Then he heard hoofbeats again. His horse had 
scrambled to its feet and Cady seized the reins. 
He felt for his guns. They hadn't jolted out of 
his holsters. When the rider came galloping 
back over the rise, the Sheriff was ready. 

"Well, I'll be . . ." Cady began. 

"You seen anybody high-tailin' it by here?" 
Pint Piner asked and stopped. "Oh, it's you, 
Sheriff," he exclaimed. 

"You're darn tootin', it's me," the Sheriff said 
suspiciously. "You sure it wasn't you hfgb- 



taUin* h with ne chastn* yon?" 

**Gosh no, Sheriff, " Pint protested. "Soma 
sidewinder was ridin' across my north acres 
scatterin' loco weed, so I lit out after him, lost 
him just a while ago!" 

"Maybe so, maybe not," Cady said glumly. 
Ton comin' to the town meetfn* tomorrow, to 
see what can be done about this loco weed 
epidemic?" 

"Ill be there, Sheriff," Pint said. 

Riding back to town, Cady pondered on Pint 
Piner. The fact that Pint's ranch had been the 
last in the valley to get the fatal dusting might 
mean plenty. It might also mean nothing. But 
Piner's presence on Cady's path just minutes 
before was bad enough. It looked rough for 
Pint Piner, Cady thought. 

Next day, on his way to the meeting, he 
passed Doc Brandon's office. Doc was the local 
veterinarian. He found Doc somewhat down- 
cast, in his office. 

"Situation gettin* pretty bad, Doc?" Cady 
asked. 

"Six hundred cattle dead so far," he grunted. 
*A* course that doesn't mean all the cattle 
around here will be wiped out, but we've got 
to work fast. If you can stop that horned toad 
who's doing all this loco weed seed scatterin*, 
we can get it under control. Just one more 
week, though, and it'll be too late. There's not 
enough feed in the valley 1 to take care of the 
summer needs. The rest of the cattle'd just 
starve to death. It'd be better to let 'em eat the 
loco weed. That way they'd die with full stom- 
achs." Doc looked bitter. 

He glanced at his watch. 

"Time for the meetin'," he said, and got up. 
They both walked out of the office and down 
the street toward the town hall where about 
twenty horses already were tied up. 

"Wait a minute," Cady said suddenly, as they 
paused near the horses. He peered at them. 

"What's the matter?" Doc asked. 

Cady hesitated. His eyes swept the lines of 
hitched cayuses carefully. Then he inspected 
them one by one quickly. 

Doc shrugged his shoulders, smiling. He 
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knew Cady was clever, and he patted his side 
to make sure his own holsters were there, with 
hoglegs in them. 

Inside the hall, Mayor Redfern had already 
opened the meeting. Debate was heavy. Cady 
saw ranchers Jack Krober and Ike Payton talk- 
ing angrily in a corner. They were big cattle 
raisers and stood to lose plenty. Then he 
glimpsed Tom Enright, Rick Castown and 
Dave Merritt arguing across the aisle. Cady 
exchanged greetings with all as he came in. 
He sensed a great tension sweeping beneath 
the surface of the meeting. 

The Sheriff walked up to the platform. 

"Glad to see you, Sheriff," Mayor Redfern 
said loudly. "These boys want your scalp." 

Cady took his hat off and everybody smiled. 
He was bald. 

"Guess you can't have my scalp, boys," the 
Sheriff said. "But you can have my resignation 
if you want it!" 

There were loud cries of no. 

"All right." Cady put his ten-gallon back 
on. "But I'll keep my job on just one condi- 
tion; that all of you hightail it home and stay 
put tonight. I haven't got two dozen eyes and 
I can't watch all the spreads at once. Keep 
your bunkhouse boys on the alert and maybe 
you'll spot this Iobo and grab him!" 

There was some grumbling at this, but the 
ranchers had to give in. Cady was a good sher- 
iff and they didn't want to lose him. 

After the meeting broke up, Cady went back 
with Doc Brandon to the Doc's office. He 
picked up a book of cattle diseases, got s few 
opinions from Doc on loco weed poisoning and 
then asked Doc if he'd come along to help 
arrest the man behind the epidemic. 

"Why sure," Doc said,, surprised. "Didn't 
know you knew who it was yet, though, Cady. 
You got anybody to go along with us?" 

"Three deputies," Cady said. "Signed up 
three of the ranchers as they left town after 
the meeting. They won't talk." 

An hour after nightfall, Cady and Doc left 
town. They met up with the threa deputized 
ranchers at a prearranged spot. Then they rode 
north until they came to a crossroads, turned, 
and then cantered noiselessly through a pas- 
ture. 

"Thunderation t" Doc whispered hoarsely. "1 
know where we -are. By all the horned toads In 
rocks, we're in . . ." 

"Shhhh!" Cady admonished him. "Keep 
quiet. He's not expecting us or anybody. Re- 
member, I asked 'em all to stay at home. After 
all, he can afford to skip one night's sowing. 
Besides, everybody else is on the lookout- 



sharp!" 

They left their horses some distance from 
the house that loomed up before them, its win- 
dows lit. Cady, in the lead, crept up quietly to 
the front door. They all took positions behind 
him. 

Then Cady burst in the door. 

There were three men in the room. 

"What the devil!" Mayor Redfern began. 
The two other men, from his bunkhouse gang, 
turned white. On the floor beside them were 
what looked like sacks of wheat. 

"Good evening, Mayor," the Sheriff said, 
holding his gun ready. "I'll just have a look, 
if you don't mind!" He ripped open one of the 
sacks and bent down to have a look. 

"Silver ore," he said. "And pretty rich, too. 
I knew it had to be something pretty valuable 
to risk wiping out thousands of dollars worth 
of cattle!" 

The Mayor snarled. 

"What about the ore," he said. "That doesn't 
prove anything! It's my ore!" 

"Sure it is — and you sowed loco weed to 
make sure you got all the ore In the valley. 
You had an idea there was more ore under the 
neighboring ranches, so you figured out a way 
to ruin your friends and then buy the aban- 
doned ranches, probably through a third party. 
Now let's get out in the corral!" He' nudged 
the Mayor and the other two men out into the 
back yard. Over by the corral were more sacks. 
They looked like feed. sacks. Doc Brandon, at 
a word from the Sheriff, broke one of them 
open. 

"Loco weed seed !" he yelled, amazed. 

£££^URE," Cady said. "I noticed this after- 
9 noon that one of the horses tied up 
outside the hall was showing early signs of 
loco weed poisoning. Now horses don't eat loco 
weed if they can get anything else, and all 
careful waddies keep their cayuses away from 
it. So I figured maybe the lobo who spread the 
seed had somehow got It mixed up with his 
own horsefeed. When the meeting broke up, 
I saw Redfern get- on the sick horse." 

Cady looked at the white-faced, trembling 
Redfern. 

"Anybody who'd be stupid enough to try 
ruining a whole valley would be crazy enough 
to keep that loco weed seed out near the oat 
supply. And you did." He looked narrowly at 
the Mayor and smiled. "You sure you didn't 
get any of that loco weed mixed up with your 
own vittles?" 

thx mm 
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rr's obvious A they're not your 

THAT OUDSON'S CBTIE .' THEY'RE 
BEEN TAKING / MINE ! I BOUGHT 
MY CATTLE ! >/ THEM RECENTLY I 
AND t ^—-i^ANO IFYOUDOMTSTOP 
WANT \ / / ""VM ACCUSINS 
THEM ///■ /iVfe-T «E,IU-- 
BACK! 



HOLD rr! THERE'S NO 
IN ARGUING OVER AND OVER 
AGAIN ! HOW ABOUT GETTING 
JUDGE 8EVINS TO LISTEN TO 
BOTH OF YOU AND LETTING 
HIM DECIDE WHICH OF VOU 
IS RIGHT ? 




THAT 5 OKAY 
WITH ME ; 
JUDGE BEX/INS 
IS A FAIR AND 
HONEST MAN! 
IM WILLING TO 
GO TO HIM ! 



WELL, I'M NOT.' I v 
DON'T CARE 
WHAT THE JUDGE 
MIGHT SAY! 
THOSE ARE MY 
CATTLE AND 
THAT'S ALL THAR 




THAT'S NOT REASONABLE i JUDSONi 
AS LONS AS THERE'S A DISPUTE , 
IT SHOULD SE SETTLED! I CAN 
GET THE JUDGE TO DO IT PRIVATELY.' 
8UT IF YOU'RE GOING "TO BE STUBBORN 
ILL HELP KELL BRING "YOU TO COURT 
AND LET THE LAW DECIDE IN A 
PUBLIC 




' I CAN'T GO TO COURT.' AND 
I CAN'T LET THE JUDGE 
ARBITRKTE EITHER BECAUSE 
THEY'D FIND OUT FOR SURE 
I'VE BEEN STEALING KELL'S 
CATTLE ! BUT IF I KEEP 
REFUSING, HOPALONG WILL 
SUSPECT I'M GUILTY ! 



ALL RIGHT! ^ GOOD! I'LL STOP IN 
I'LL LET TO SEE HIM ON MY 
THE JUDGE / WAY TO THE OFFICE 




Shortly after, in the judge's chambers— 



CERTAINLY, HOPALONG, I'D BE GLAD TO TRY TO 

SETTLE THEIR DISPUTE.' / - 

TEN O'CLOCK TOMORROW /THANKS, JUDGE! 




(SIGH) HE'S STILL IN A WHEELCHAIR, HOPPY! HIS 
LEGS WERE BADLV HURT IN THAT ACODENT! BUT 
THE DOCTOR SAYS HE'LL BE COMPLETELY RECOVERED 

IN TIME FOR HI5 EIGHTEENTH BIRTHDAY NEXT 
SUMMER ! 
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I WON'T REST TILL YOUR SON 
IS SAFE AT HOME AGAIN 1 I 
GIVE YOU MY WORD ON THAT, 
JUDGE ! BUT MEANWHILE, I 
HOPE YOU'LL LISTEN TO KELL 
AND JUDSON IN THE MORNING 
AS SCHEDULED ; 






I KNOW, BUT ) W8M7"/THEN 
YOU'RE GOING LlT WAS YOU 
TO DO SOME ~N WHO 
HEARING FIRST. \ KIDNAPPED 
IFYUH DON'T RULE J MY BOY; 
THAT THE CATTLE 
BELONG TO ME, YOU'LL 
NEVER SEE YOUR SON J 
AGAIN ; 



ME HEARING TAKES PLACE AS SCHEDULED, 
AND AT ITS CONCLUSION - -- 

AFTER LISTENING TO BOTH MENS STORIES 
AMD CLAIMS, I HEREBY GIVE MY OPINION 
THAT THE CATTLE ARE RIGHTFULLY 
HORACE UUDSON'S AND THAT ABNES. 
KELL HAS WRONGLY ACCUSED HIM I 




\ WE AGREED TO 
| ABIDE BY THE 
JjUOGE'S DE — 
/ CISIOW, SO r 
' RECKON THAT'LL 
I SHUT YOU UP, 
' KELL i NOW DON'T 
BOTHER ME 
AGAIN I 
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how could judge \i know . 
b5vins have ruled x cant 
in favor of judson? / under- 
even a child could /stand it; 
have seen he was' s i'm as 
lving and that < stunned as 
his papers were 1 vou a 
- — lpkony! 



DON'T WORRY, KELL! THE JUDGE 
IS VERY UPSET AND I DOWT THINK 
HE WAS ABLE TO CONCENTRATE 
ON THE FACTS THIS MORNING J 
BUT I'M SONS OUT TO HIS HOUSE 
IN A UTTLE WHILE AND I'LL 
CONVINCE HIM TO LISTEN TO YOU 
TWO MEN AGAIN! I'M SURE HE'LL GIVE 
A JUST DECISION THE NEXT T/ME I 



W i 



*?> ■ s. torn 




EoFALONS RlOeS OUT TO THE 
JUDGE'S HOUSE AND A SHORT 
TIME LATER 



* THAT'S OODi 



THE JUDGE ISN'T HERE ! I 
THOUGHT FOR SURE HE'O COME 
HOME RIGHT AFTER, THE HEAR- 
ING SO HE'D BE HERE IN CASE 
iOAAEBODY WANTED TO 
CONTACT HIM ABOUT 
HIS BON '. 




SOMETHING STRANGE IS GOING ON AND THE MORE 
I THINK OF IT THE MORE I THINK HIS RULING IN 
FAVOR OFJUDSON HAS SOMETHING ID DO WITH 
IT! WHY SHOULD HE IGNORE THE FACTS— WAIT .' 
I HAVE IT ' 




MAYBE JUDSOfl IS THE ONE WHO KIDNAPPED 
THE JUDGE'S SON AND TOLD HIM HE'O KILU 
THE BOY UNLESS HE RULED IN HIS FAVOR,; 
THE JUDGE MUST HAVE GONE TO JUDSON'S 
RANCH TO GET HIS SON ! 




iEANWHILE, AT JUDSON'S RANCH— 

DO YUH THINK I'M REALLY GOING TO LET YUH WALK 
OUT OF HVAR WITH YOUR SON 50 YUH CAN GO TO 
HOPALONG t NOT ON YOUR LIFE ; I'M GOING TO K ILL _ 
BOTH OF YUH 1 
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MOPALOMO 



CAflBT 
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